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A FIVE-O’CLOCK TEA. 


By S. J. Brigham. 


LirrcE maiden Marie Gold, 

In her dainty gown, 

Skipped across the street one day 
To call on Pugsy Brown. 

“ Pugsy, can you come to tea 
This afternoon at five ? ” 

Said little maiden Marie Gold; 

“And when you do arrive, 

“ Say ‘ bow-wow-ow,* and I shall know 
That you are at the door. 

Come as early as you can — 

At least by half-past four.” 

Little Pugsy-wugsy came, 

His eager eyes a-shine. 

His hair was brushed, his tail was curled, 
And he was looking fine. 

He kissed her hand and bustled in. 
Nodding his courtly head, 

“ Oh, Pugsy Brown, I am so glad 
That you are here! ” she said. 

“ Come to the tea-room, Pugsy dear; 

And if you like,” said she, 

“ I *11 call your chum the kitten in, 

And then I ’ll pour the tea. 

“ And you are fond of lots of cream 
And sugar, I suppose ? ” 

He would not answer, only growled. 
And wrinkled up his nose. 


“Well, if you do not care,” said she, 

“ For tea, just wait a minute; 

I ’ll bring a tender chicken-bone. 

With all the marrow in it.” 

“ Bow-w'ow! ” said he, and kissed her hand; 

“To wait will be a pleasure; 

For surely a fine chicken-bone 
Would please me beyond measure.” 

Just then a ribboned, fluffy thing 
Called Kitty, joined the two. 

“Shall I, dear Pugsy?” asked Marie; 
And Pugsy said: “ Oh, do! ” 

“ You are so kind,” he shyly said, 

“ To send for Kitty’s bowl.” 

While Kitty glanced up eagerly. 

But kept her self-control. 

So Kitty purred, and settled down. 

And fluffed her snowy fur; 

And side by side they waited there. 

And did not even stir. 

Lightly she lapped that bowl of milk, 
And not a drop was lost; 

And so the feast sped merrily. 

Without regard to cost. 

The cracking of the chicken-bone. 

The sipping of the tea. 

Were something to remember 
In days that are to be. 
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